“touring week move-

i'begun by the Depart-

e  Interior, & fast gaining
lo—thn when the week be-
thousands of motorists
i"‘oomplawd their plans and

{ on & weeks tour Lo see some

tate n.rage dealers and sup-
Yara preparing for the influx
from ' neighboring states
attracted by the varlety ou
hl good roads mow in Wast

yJAmerica First by Seeing Your
niState Now," is the slogan that
|!the pride of the citizeos,

local owners of cars are

jithe grease cups in the old coar
fixing up the spare tires for the
{tour. Many new cars have
into this vicioity so (hoy

ers could join in the pup-

frl.n’ﬁna with this Natlonal Tour- | |

ek Movement, the county engl-
#r/has made every effort Lo huve tae
roads’in this couuty in the best
‘condition. The work 18 now
bcﬂmplelad for the summer and
"lﬂ.li.n {thoroughtares lending Lo und
from{ Fairmont in various directions
beiter than tbe average dirt

C onn ‘s county's roads aro al-
“soliiniifair shape while the rouds iu
“Wetzel county are even belter than

this county. All & tug muin pikes
were re-gradued aug wluened

80 thut when thu wedther

@ of the most deightiul mo-

Toads are found there. When
rlina ard for suveral days, the
WQI‘O ds, which are still soit o a
ce extent, are uluusua of dLapmul

nmbar ‘of large yellow placards
rrules unr.l suggnauunu |rurn mu

berculosis, h.avn been recvived by
piMarign county bealth officer who
uested to display them in pub.
One ob cuch have been

the county clerks office and

¢ remainder will be sent to the va-
wis In the county where Lhey
tacked up In the lown laiis

d‘& e school buildings. This cam-
of publicity and educition that
begun by the ptite Board of

Mkharﬂus u a bumper one.

er,t.hl.l is'to be a cause for con-

t{lhti'n ‘or not Is to l:la doubt\!j
kberries are good to cut an

. rnp"{h for the.picking, and no labor

sineeded to bring the crop to matur-

)1 & !.ha farmer wlli simply leave

10n'the nther hand & modern progres-
i ;GLhrmer conslders it a disgrace to
: lackberry hrieﬂi on lis plucc.

far greater revenue [rom 1im

» amount of ground and the rasp-
: | down. 1ie told me that if I didn't take
; and,l‘,u en by more people, heam._a |

earlier in the scason before
_hu'vent days arrive.

Our, camp, is now named “Camp
;hut" in honor of the old
am.a:n who owna lllu land. A

r' here but none closer
, mile and a hall, We have

‘meadow with the hay all cut
‘The four tents are arranged
in"a' crescent with flag pole in

front bearing the national om-

mp'fire is in the center of the
“Lelrcle with the cook fire at the rear
@.cook tent. The camp table

the cook tent is large enough
commodate all of the Scouts

nce and George Hill and Fred

,are the cooks. This morn.

wimming is gcml We all
ve' fine appetiles and love the
J'cooks.. Mrs. Buckey arrived in
clm,p_tnday.
n Fairmont Troop No. 1
Boys Scouts of America.

: W. D. Yost and Dr, J.

‘-Jmu was business visitors at
{rmont Friday,

UMrs/ Martha Varner, Mrs, W. D.

cstiiand Misses Millle Haines apd

Bmith were in Falrmont Thurs.

ay/e wn!ng angd vigltors at the Staley

00
expose of

ex]stlng":'somal ‘and’eco

) mic ills.
0 'I‘hursday following the day of publication.

SIXTH STDRY
Sowmu the Wlnd. n

There were two pn:turaa on Manr
forie Turnbull's dressing table, But|
in her heart there was only one. '

On the toble, nestling in big silver
frames, wers Lhe photographs of
Henry Scott and of his handsomer |
and Younger brother, Hugh, In her
heart the image of Hugh Scott reigned | I
alone. |

Cyrus Turnbull had been guardian |
to both the orphaned Scott boya, And
he had taken both of them into his!
fost-growing brokerage firm.

Henry Scott was a man after the
old broker's own type—Dhonest, clevor, |
o glutton for work. And in time these !
qualities mado him manager of lho.
Arm,

Hugh frankly hated work. As & re-
sult he had more of it to do than
bad hie more ambitious brother.

Being only mortal, he naturaily Iald
his mischance at the door of hard
luck and would have sworn that his
brother owed his rise to fortune,
plus favor. Moreover, he loafed sul-
lenly over his own dally tnsks,

There wes one glint of light in|
Hugh's dreary, gray toutine, and that |
was his employor's only daughter,
Marjorfe. He was crezily In love
with the protiy and willful girl,

And ardor was for once rewarded,
For Marjorle was quite swept off her
fest by Hugh Scott's whirlwind court-
ship,

One noon she went downtown in
her little runabout to take her father
home to lunch, When she arrived
Turnbull and Henry were closeted
together, discussiog & bit of important
business in the former's private room.
Hugh was alone in the outer office,
correcting & balance sheet.

“Oh, sweetheart!” eald Hugh. "It's
llke a check in n letter to sce you!
This has been euch a rotten momiog.
Just ona of those days nobody wants.
Everrthing's  gone crosswise., Your
ravered father has been calling me

& braco he'd fire me."

"How beastly!" she consoled. “Yon
poor, poor boy! I do wish I could
helpl 1 know how it fecls to have
people spoll one's day. Mrs. Hardy
spolls mine nearly always.”

“Mre, Hardy?" repeated Hugh, sur
prised. “But how?"

"Oh, ever gince she cams to us as
housekeeper she's boen metting her
cap to marry father. BShe thinks it
T were safely married and out of the
way he'd be so lonely ho'd marry her
And she's forever nagging at me to
marry Henry. This morning, as [ was
coming Into the- breazkfast room 1
heard her saying to father: ‘If vou
don't look out she will be marrying
Mr. Hugh Scott instead of his broth.
er,"

“Bhe sald that?” exclaimed Hugh.
“What did your father—"

“Father had no chance to answer
her at all. I walked right in on them

" s It Quite Fair to Dad?"

and I sald to her: ‘I am going to
marry whom I clioose. But I don't
think you can.'*

“Listen, darling!" sald Hugh, draw
ing her close to him. “I have an idea
—an {dea’ that's so craEy it's Inspired
Let's get marrled now, tmlsy, this
noon!"

“What?" *

“1 mean it. We can go out mow,
The nearcst justice of the peace cen
MATTY Us."

“But—but,” she heeltated, the reck
leas tdlocy of the Idea firing her girl
ish blood, "I it quite fair to dad,
1o

“Is It quite fair to you,” he retorted,
“to have Mrs. Hardy ipfluencing him
|against you? Oh, sweetheart, I love
|you g0l And I'm s0 miserable with:
‘out you! Make me happy! Marry me
today!"

Hand in hand, llll‘b.l.n‘, ke twe
children, they ran to the door. At the
jthresbold Hugh paused,

“WOODROW
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Walt a second,” he sald. “IUt
agalost the rules to leave valuable pa
pers Iying looss on the desk.

An he spoke he turmed toward the
wall desk at which he had been siv
tiog. It was littered with papers of
vurious sorts, Includlng an envelope
that contained $760,000 worth of
bonds,

With one carsiess awesp of his
hands Hugh jumbled the mass of pa |
pers together so that he could bundle
them into the eafo.

The bond envelops waa gt the rear
of the desk, where Hugh hed tossed |

| It, after jotting down the numbers.! Henry, stung to anger by what he re
And now, the suwiden jostling oI_ garded as Hugh's attempt to deny his
| the other papers agalnst it, sent the | guilt.

|
|

t envelope allding to the floor and hid- |

den from sight by the back-board of)

| the desk,
Hugh did not notice its tall,
Meantime, in Turnbull's private of
fice, Henry Scoit and his employer

had reached a declslon on the buat | flame of anger,

ness question they ware discussing.
“It it comes to a question of further |
collateral in the Dogardus loan”

Henry snid, as he was leaving the| against him is complete.
room, “Hopkins says we can put up| bull has notified the police.”

that block of bonds he deposited with
us,

geot the date, But Hugh will know,
left them with him an hour ago.”

He stepped to the door of the outer
offica and then reported;

“Hugh lsn't here, He most ba out
at luuch. Hot, for once, he's put all
his papers back In the safe. He—"

“If he has," growled Turnbull, “it's
the first time on record. e must be
fll. Just take na look throngh the safe,
will you, and find the dato when those
Ilopkina bonds mature?

Henry croesed to the safe and
opened it.

Patlently he sought to put the ra |
at the same time)|

pers {o rights,
searching for the bond envelope,

The envelops was not there,

His brow clouding, Henry went back
to the private office.

“The Hopkins bonds,” he sald, hesl:
tatingly, “are missing,”

“Missing?” roared Turnbull, leaping|
to his feet. “Misslng? Seventy-saix|
thougand dollars’ worth of ne;mlabie
securitios misaing? And Hugh Scott
Is 'missing,’ at the snme time!"

“No!" denied Henry,
“You're wrong, sir. My brother—=

“Your brother is lazy, pleasure-lov
Ing, extravagant. He lives above hia
salary, as I happen to know, and he
Is in debt. His creditors are bother
ing him. And this morning 1 threat
oned to discbarge him, Ho was in a
tight corner.

the answer?"

“T don't bellave it declared Henry,|

“I won't belleve it."

Turnbull wheeled about and caught
up the telephone. Befors Henry Scott
could stop him, Tornbull had called
up police headquarters and was tell
ing hia story to the desk lleutenant

“There,” sald the older man, at last,
as he set down the Instrument. “That's
settled, The palice are going to send
out a general alarm at once.”

“Mr. Turnbull!" broke in Henry, his
face white, his jaw set. "I baolleve you
ars doing my brother a terribla injus
tice. I grant you that he I8 weak and
foolish and rash, but he has never
been dishonest,”

“Nevar that ws know of" countered
Turnbull. “And thers must be a first
time to everything, even to theft."

“Hugh has always been ‘little
brother’ to me.," sald Henry, wretch:
edly, “ever since mother left him in
my care when she died. He was a
baby then, and I was a schoolboy.
Ever slnce that time I've tried to
make up to him for the loss of our
parents. But lately, perhaps, I've neg.
lected him for my work. I'm as much
to blame as he. [ should have watched
him more closely. I—"

“Nonpense!™ retumed Turnbull
“You've stood between him and trou
ble a million times; but this time you
can't.”

“"Perhaps I cnn, was the stendy an:
swer, as an odd light came into the
brother's sorrowful eyes,

“You can't!" contradicted Turnbull.

“You are mistaken,” sald Henry.
“Thers is one thing 1 can do. And it
necessary I shall do it. You handed
those bopds to me. I handed them
to Hugh. At lesst, T just sald I did,
It worst comes to worst, 1'll tall the
police it was mot Hugh, but I, whe
stole them."

“No one would belleve Wuch an
idlotic story!™

“You must glve me your word nol
to prosecute,” persigted Henry. “Not
only for your own sake, but for the
sake of our father who was your
friend.”

Turnbull threw up both hands fn
sulky surrender.

“Have It your own way!™ he snapped,
"I promige, But you'll let me scars
him a little first for his own g

“Yes," sald Heary regretfully, after
& brief pause,

_ i "Onme thing more,” persisted Henry,

The face valua Is $76,000; and|
| they mature—they mature in—I for

And he vanished, The!
Hopkins bonds vaplshed, too. What Is |

4
i

F

J

flercely. |

| good to you on my brothers defalca-
| tion—on every cent of L™

| discuss that"

e

"From tha tima I came hers, 15 years
RgO, you've advised me in the invest-
ment of my galary and my inheri-
tance; and this advice has enabled
ma to turn my money over faster than
most men of my age. So I can make

“Wait till he is caught before we |

Heory left the inner office, closing
the door behind him, and crossed to
the sale. As he was bending over to
open it, he heard a volce In the cor
ridor that brought him to his feet,
staring in dull amazement Into the
outer office, arm in arm, came Hugh
and Marjorfe. Thelr faces were alight
with happiness,

“Hugh!" eried Henry, dumfounded,
as he stood guplng dully at his jubl
lant brother. .

“Listen, old chap!" crisd Hugh, in
glad triumph. “I've got & whale of &
#ecrat to tell you. We're married,
Murforie and 11"

Honry staggersd back a step as
though be had been struck across the
face.

“iWhere are the bonds? What have
you done with them?"

“The honds?" repented Hugh, in a
bewllderment that hia brother's dis
ordered senses twisted into an aspect
of guilt, “What honds?"

“The polico are after wou," eaid

“They aro searching the city |
for you, ot this minute, The—" |
“The npollee? quavered Hugh, |
changing color, *'For me? I—[ dcnt|
unierstund,”
"“The pollea? echoed Marjorie.
Henry turned on her fn a sudden
“Your dear husband.” he said hotly, |
“has stolon & packet of honds, whose |
face value s $76,000. The pr oot |
Mr. Turn-l

“It In not true!” flashed Marjoris, |
as wrathful as Henry, “There {s not!
one word of truth n it! Hugh!* sha |
cried, turning to her bridegroom. “Tell
him it is not true,”

“It is true,” relterated Henry.

And briefly he set forth the evi
dence against bis brother. Am the

chain of circumsiances was completed |
, Marlorle shrank back with a gasp of |

dismay.

“The police have alrealy spread the
net for him,” Nnished Henry. “And
the moment he steps into the strest
he will be caught. He—"

“The Hopkine Bonds Are Missingl”

Hugh saw that nelther his bride not
his brother believed him. He turned
and ran to the window and looked
down Into the street. Directly below
on the eidewalk, stood a pollceman.

The bluocoat chanced to be looking
upward. Hls gaze lighted with quick
and cagor recognition as it fell on
Hugh. ' Breaking into a run, he dashed
into the bullding.

This completed Hugh's growing
panic, His nerve and his power to
think both at once deserted him.
He was now obsessed by an insane
impulse to flee, for he belleved this
to be the only thing left him to do,

At a stride he was beside the hor
rifled Marjorie. He caught her In his
arms, kissed her, and then ran head-
long from the room.

Before either his bride or Henry
could stop him, Hugh had bolted down
the corridor at top speed.

An unoccupled office door stood open
Hugh sped into the room and to the
window. In another second he was
dashing down the fire-escape,

Marjorie gave up to a flood of tears.

“Don't cry, my dear,” Henry sald.
soothingly, and kesp your head. Your
father {8 not going to prosecute him.
He has promised me that. But we

both agree that the fright will save|

him and make an honest man of him
again, He is in no danger. Oh, how
did you ever como to do so mad a
thing as to marry secretly?”

“"He—he was so unhsappy!” faltered
the girl, between her soba. “He need.
ed me 80! Everyone clse was agalnst
him. Henry, he can’t be guilty!"

“I would give my life to bellave
that," groaned Henry. “And I tried
to belleve it—even against overwhelm.
ing evidence—till I saw his face just
now whea I accused him. You saw—"

“Yes," she shuddered, "I saw. And
Tl remember it &s long as I live.

‘my Innocence.

Ob, it was horrible! * Hnrrlh_iab ln_d.

e,

the aridanco is s0 mercﬂemy ew[ sick of hiding ount’ I couldnt tqen] “Oet your things m'-dullnﬂi

Taxid.

vincing. flight Is conf |
they say. What am [ to do?”

“Bay nothing about your marriags
until—"

“But it's too late! On the way from
the office of the justice of the peaca!
I scribbled a note, telling father, 1|
left it at the house to be delivered
to bim as soon as he got home. )
didn't want to tell him face to face
for fear he—"

“You didn't say it was Hugh you|
bad married ™

“No. There was no need. Father|
would know. Mrs, Hardy said to him
only this morning—" I

They were interrupted hy the vio
lent opening of tho door leading from
the corridor. Across the threshold |
into the outer office, hurried a laﬂ.l
middle-aged woman of strikingly |
handsome appearance, In one hand|
ghe clutched an open letter. |

“Whers |5 Mr. Turnbull? she de |
manded loudly.

The door of the private office was
opened and Turnbull came out.

“I heard somecons asking-for me*|
he bagan. “What—Oh, {t's you, Mrs |
Hardy? What {s the matter?"

“Matter enough!” she shrilled |
“This note was left at the house. }
recognized Miss Turnbull's handwrit
Ing on the envelope; and I though |
perhaps it was some message 1 could
tell you over the telephone, So )
opened {L"

Marjorle made a futile and belated |
effort to snatch the luckless note. But |
it wae already In her father's hands |

“You have disgraced yourself and!

ma!" thundered Turnhull “by marry- |
| Ing & thiet! He iz a fugitive fromq
justice. Go and joln him. 1I'm done|
with you!"

“Pardon me, Mr. Turnbull” {nten |
vened Henry, stepping forward, and
putting one arm about the half-faint.
Ing glrl as he faced her father. "This
{s—"

“This {8 no afair of yours!" raged |
Turnbull,  “Keep out of it!"

“No affalr of mine? eald Henry,|
| quizzicaily. “No affair of minas when |
| you threaten to turn my wife out ot |
your house? WWhera Marlorle goes, 1
go. I had hoped you would {nke the
news of our marriage less angrily.”

Turnhuil's faw dropped In amaze
ment. e tried to speak. |

His arm still about Marjorie, Hpuryl
turned to leave tho room, As he led |
the bawlldered girl with him, he whis-
pered quickly:

"It {8 the only possible way to savn

you. Keep up tho pretense, You can
divorce . me In another state later on
=I'll never force my love upon you."

Before they could reach the door,
Turnbull bad rallied from his trance
of bewilderment. With a joyous cry,
he fairly flung himeslf upon them,
shaking Henry's hand with effusive
delight; kissing Marjorie again and
again; vowing that this was the hap
plest day in all his whola long life.

He overwhelmed the wratchedly un

happy couple with congratulations,
* "And now," interrupted Henry, when
he could make himself heard, “I am
golng to Syracuse on that Sanders
loan. I got a telegram about It ten
minutee ago, Il be back as soon as 1
can, I leave Marjorie in your care
sir."”

“Going to leave your wife on—on
your wedding day!" stammered the
astonished old man,

“Business can't wait,” said Henry,
briefly. “Happlness can. Good-bye
I've just time to catch my train.”

He was out of the office before
Turobull could find his woice.

Next day, on the bank of a river,
tome miles away, & rural constable
found Hugh Scott's hat. In It was a
note that read:

“I am Innocent. But | cannot prove
Eeo | am going to end
everything."

From the spot whera the hat wa
found footsteps led down into the
water,

- . . . . L] L]

Three months later an {ll-dressed g
ure crept through the twilight streets
sticking close to the walls and In the
shadows. At a turn In the byway he
was treading he cams face to face
with a policeman,

“Hugh Seott!" gasped the police
man, sefzing him.

i “Well,” sighed Hugh, helplessly,
',!wu(otmtm.m along.  I'm

Away any longer.

llke. I won't resist,”

with a big laugh. “Your boss was |

Arrest me, it ;ou|qulcklv as you can. We're going

the rectory, you and I—to ba"
“Arrest you?" echoed the policeman, | ried1”

Whils Marjorle was makin '

bavin’ somse of the old furniture ripped | be drew from & table drawer th

out of his office last week.

They | ding certificats she had given into h
rulled & desk away from the wall. And | care.

Dipping a fingertip  into”

there was the packags of bonds on | ink, he smudged the name “Hugh' 80
the floor behind it Turnbull notified | that only its first letter was le

the chief and—"

i Then, pocketing

the certificate, he

Hugh Scott did mot wait to hear | telephoned the rector of their chumh.f

any more, With the joyous yell of a |

“I have a queer request to make

| schoolboy mewly let out from study, | you, Dr. Broughton,” he told thel el

he bolted down the sireet at.a dead
run.

And he ran tha harder as he arn
near tho Turnbull house.

A prim and white-capped mald an.
swered his summons at the Turnbull
door,

But he poshed his eager way past

ber, into the house, crying:

“Marjorie! Marjoria!"

Mrs. Hardy had come out into the
hall. In blank fear she gazed on the
returned wanderer. DBut she was a
woman of chilled-steel nerve. And, on
the Instant, she realized what had oc
curred.

“Where's  Marforie? demanded
Hugh, breathless. "Where's my wife?”

“I don't know where your wifo I8’
returned Mra. Hardy, puzzled at the
querr, “I didn’t even know you had
one, But Marjorle {sn't living here
any more, She {8 at—"

“Not living hero?" he exclaimed
"“Why not? Whers {8 she? If—"

“She is at her husband's house, of
course,” gald Mrs. Hardy. “Where
alse would she ba? Though, for that
matter, she might as wall have stayed
here, for all the home life sho has.
He and she have suites of rooms at
opposite ends of the houss, and—"

“Married?" sald Hugh, dazedly

| “Marrfed to whom?"

“Why, to Henry. Three months ago.
Oh, I forgot. It was aftoer you'd gone.
The same day, but—"'

She paused, stricken into momen:
| lary silence by the awful look that
distorted Hugh Scott's features. Mur
der—stork murder—glared from his
hloodshot eyes. He tried to speak:
cholted, and, wheeling, staggered out
of the house, holding his hands in
front of lilm as though he had been
smitten with blindness.

Mrs. Hardy for once lost her cold
poize. Trembling, she ran to Cyrus
Turnbutl's. study and burst in upon
the dozing old man,

“Mr. Turnbull!" she called, shaking
her employer roughly by the shoulder.
“Wnke up! Something terrible has
happened. 1ugh Scott s allve. And
he's etarted for his brother's house
to kill him and Marjorie! Come, lot
us hurry and go to them!"

Red rage in his heart, Hugh Scott
reelnd out into the street, One great
purpose obsesand his soul—rovenge on
the man who Lind stolen his wife,

Ll - - . . L] »

In Henry Scolt's new home an hour
before Henry himself hiad ent writing
at his library table. In ecarller days
he had pictured a home like this and
just such peacofully busy evenings
But in those vieiona Marjorie had al
ways been gitting beside him with
her book or her needlowork ready to
smile back at him whenover his eves
should stray from his task to her dear
face,

In actuallty the strangely mated
hupband and wifo were even farther
apart than they had been In the days
of Henry's futlle courtship.
had kept his pledge not to force hia
love upon the gir! ho had claimed as
bls wite.

Marjorle had her own sulte of rooms
and he his, as Mrs, Hardy had gaid,
And they geldom met except at meal
times. Patlently and tenderly Henry
had tried to scothe Marjorle's griel
and to make her life happler. Never
elnce the day of Hugh's disappearance
had he spoken & word of love to her
nor in any other way sought to draw
lier attentlon to himself, At every
turn she was met by proofs of hid
conslderate care for her wellbelng; but
he himself stoed aloof from her life,

Tonlght, as he toiled over some dull
offica business Henry felt a great
loneclineas that he could not wholly
drown in his work. All his friends
regarded him as the happlost of mon,
He alone knew he was the most heart
broken.

As he sat thers, bent over his desk,
nolseless steps entered the library be
hind him,

A little pair of soft, cool hands
were all at once laid over Henry's
eyes. Thelr touch sent a wondrous
thrill through the man's whols body

“Marjorie!" he cried, incredulous;
and he sprang to his feet and stood
staring at her.

“I—I've brought my courage to tha
sticking point at last, Henry,” Mar
Jorie faltered, her averted face flam
Ing with blushes, “I've—I've come Io
hers to—to propose to you. It's leap
year, you knmow,” she finished, In s
poor little attempt at jest to hide her
confusion.

“Marjorie!” he sald again, stupidly,
unbelievingly.

"I love you, Henry," she whispered

And then with a great cry of rap
ture he caught her {n-his arms, And
on his breast she sobbed out her sweet
confession,

“I—I think I began to love you the
very day you camse to my rescus ec

splendidly in dad's office,” she told|.

him, brokenly., “And ever since my
love has been growing stronger and
stronger as I've watched the self
eacrificlng way you have tried to make
me happy and to make up to me for
—for Hugh. 1hoped, for s whils, that
you'd tell me you loved me. But 1
saw you weren't golng to. So—so 1
had to do it."

Thelr lips met in ulm, Ioutk.l.u— 1

their first. 'rhm,namv.

[ svman. “When Marjorle and I ‘were

A5
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“The Polico Are After You," 8.
Henrye e f'ed’s

married, thres months ago, & justics
of the peace performed the ceremony,
Now, wo both have declded we wani
to be married over agaln by a min.
{ster of the gospel. It will seam more,
eacred to us, mors worthy our greal
love for each other. We want you
to marry us. We will be at the rec
tory in ten minutes.” x

A balt hour later they returne
from the rectory o their own hom
At last the wretched farce of fal

e

rolations was ended, Thoy wers now

actually husband and wife.

Into the library they came from the
outer bhall—inte the room that must
henceforth be sacred to both of them,
as the scena of thelr first avowsl ol
love, Henry Scott's heart was tog
tull for words. Stretching ouvp ki

Ny

arms ho gathered his happy bride tﬂ. !

his breast. And again thelr lips'met

The heavy portiero in front of ithe
bay window twitched violently. Forth
from behind Its folds strode Hugh'
Scott. His face was greenlsh whlt"
lis eyes wore blazing ke & man!neq.
His right hand gripped a pistol,

As her glance foll on him, Marjorle
shricked. lienry felt his own brain
reel. Defore either of them could move
or speak Hugh moved toward h
brother, soarling from between writh.
ing lipa:

“You 'framed’ me, o you could ula
the woman 1 loved! There's only one
fit penalty for a Judas Iike that'

His finger tightencd on the pistol
trigger as he spat the words. Hen:
shaking off the bewilderment that had
held him, read tho murderous Intwi
in IMughs' eyes,

With = leap, Henry e!ennd

i
Henry | epace between the madman and him:

self, selzing Hugh's pistol-hand and

T

at the same time catching hm Ia'.llp

the throat.

To the floor crashed the broth
in their death-grapple. Over and
they rolled, fighting 1ike rabld be
Chairs and tables were overtu
Twice the pistol cracked; but'!

tmes the bullet struck only the wall o

of the room, 3

, Presently the meager and lmwhol
some life of the past three mun
began to tell upon Hugh., 8
he might, hes could not hold 'hll’
eguinst Lis stronger fod. 3

Inch by Inch Henry worked tho ]tll
tol out of Hugh's weakening
Becuring It at last, he sprang’ to his
fest and stood over the mqu d
madman,

Volces—tha volces of Turnhun‘u
Mra. Hardy—sounded in the
outsida,

turned toward the door.}
#o Hugh, with a last rally of s
leaped up and flung himself
The impact caused 'Henry'
to pross upon the trigger..
a report and the bullet to
o panel of the closed door..
ewung open—and Cyrus Turn

i.hm
The'

Henry's fest. Tha bullet had’ st
him as he opened the door.

Turnbull had called on thetr
journey to the house.

deserted him. “I shot Mr.
officer. 1 shot him, do ‘you
And my brother snatched l.'hu

selt” :
“Hugh!" cried Henry, l&hut :f(;::.
"Be etill!" snapped Hug
then, turning again to the
“My -brother has - pald:
oftener than I had any.righ
‘pect. But this time: l’ 1
debt—and perhaps pa
of what I owe him, along wi

cs, ehe loves hi o,




